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the old farm-house blinking pleasantly among its
barns and outbuildings, the tall church-tower that
you see for miles over the flat, the busy cawing
of reoks in the village grove ; the very people that
one meets wear a smiling and friendly air, from
the old labourer trudging slowly home, to the
jolly, smooth-faced ploughboy riding a big horse,
clanking and plodding down the highway. One
sees the world as it was meant to be made; a
life in the open air, labour among the wide fields,
seems the joyful lot of man. The very food that
one eats by the quick-set thorn on the edge of
a dyke, where the fish poise and hang in dark
pools, has a finer savour, and is like a sacrament
of peace ; hour after hour, from morning to sunset,
one can range without weariness and without care,
one's thoughts reduced to a mere flow of .gentle
perceptions, murmuring along like a clear stream.
Pleasant, too, is the return home when one swings
, in at the familiar gate ; and then comes the quiet
solitary evening when one recounts the hoarded
store of delicate impressions. Then follow hours
of dreamless sleep, till one wakes again upon
a bright world, with the thrushes fluting in the
shrubbery and the morning sun flooding the
room.